THEY   GO   HOME

Road was in it; and all his fear had been used up before
by that shadow, when he had been a man who had some-
thing precious to lose. Now he had lost it. In a week or
two, he would have to start again, and at a time when
even the boys were lining up in their hundreds for a
chance of a mere beginning at ten shillings a week. It
wasn't good enough. That was the phrase he used, the
first that sprang into his mind, and he repeated it over
and over again with tremendous emphasis. "Not good
enough/* he said as he left the tram. "Not good
enough/' as he made his way to Chaucer Road, "not
good enough."

It was only too evident, he told himself grimly, that
they were not expecting him back so soon at 17, Chaucer
Road. Everything seemed to be in full swing there. You
might have thought somebody had just been left a
fortune. He heard a great noise coming from the front
room, and he saw a light in the dining-room. He chose
the dining-room, and found George there, tinkering
about with the wireless set.

"Who's in there?" asked Mr. SmeetL

'The Mitty crowd," said George, with a tiny grin. "I
came in here out of the way, I've had enough of that lot.
Mitty owes me a quid, too. He's no good." He looked
curiously at his father. "Anything up, Dad?**

"You got anything to do yet, George?"

"Not yet, I thought I was on to something to-day,
but it was no go. I'm going round to see a chap to-
morrow morning, big garage up at Stamford Hill Why?
Anything wrong?"

"Ves. I look like being out of a job within the next
fortnight, and you know what that means/'

It was not the tragedy to George that it was to his